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CHAPTER X.
—

A Party and—My Fourth Peril?

It was a rainy Sunday. In the
middle of the afternoon Uncle Pea-
body and I had set out in our spring
buggy with the family umbrella—a
faded but sacred Implement, always
carefully dried, after using, and hung
in the clothes press. We were drenched
to the skin In splte of the umbrella.
It was still ralning when we arrived
nt the famlliar door in Ashery lane,
Uncle Peabody wouldn't stop.

He hurried away. We ploneers rare-
iy stopped or even turned out for the
woather,

“Come in,” said the voice of the
schoolmaster at the door., “There's
good weather under this roof.”

He saw my plight ag I entered.

“I'm like a shaggy dog that's been
in swimming,” I sald.

“Upon my word, boy, we're In luck,”
remarked the schoolmaster.

I looked up at him,

“Michael Heanry's clotheal—sure,
#hey're just the thing for you!”

I followed him upstalrs, wondering
how it had happened that Michael
Henry had clothes.

He took me Into his room and
$rought some handsome, soft clothes
put of a press with shirt, socks and
&oots to muteh,

“There, my laddle buck,” sald he,
*“put them on.”

“These will soon dry on me,” I sald.

“Put them on—ye laggard! Michael
Heary told me to give them to you.
3t's the birthday night o' little Ruth,
my boy. There's o big cake with can-
dles and chicken ple and jellied cook-
fes and all the like o' that. Put them
on. A wet boy at the feast would
dampen the whole proceedings.”

[ put them on and with a great
sense of relief and comfort. They
were an admirable fit—too perfect for
an accldent, althdugh at the time I
thought only of thelr grandenr as I
etood surveylng myself in the looking-
glass, They were of blue cloth and I
waw that they went well with my
®lond halir and light gkin. I was put-
#ing on my collar and necktie when
$ir. Hacket returned.

We went below and the tabl

wery grnm! with its greut trro* tet; C‘::;

ang Ifs u;r".‘. oy T orass sticksy
and [ts fellies und preserves with the
gleam of polished pewter among them,
Mrs. Hacket and all the children, save
Ruth, were walting for us in the din-
g room.

“Now sit down here, all o' ye, with
Michael Henry," sald the schoolmas-
ter. *“*The lttle lady will be impntient,
TN go and get her nind God help us to

£+

make her reme Lubu the day."
He wag gone a moment, only, when
ihe cnme back 1.1‘1! Ruth in lovely

white dress and s
aibbons, and the siiver
on her neck. We
and cheered and, In

‘J“nm and gay with
beads of Mary

o¢ our hands

tipped over his
dreinking glass and shattered It on
“Never mind, my brave lad—no glass
caunse. God
biess yon!"

We afe and jested and telked, and
the sound of our laughter drowned
the cry of the wind in the chimney
and the drumming of the raln upon |
the windows.,

Next morning my clothes, which had |
heen hung by the kitchen stove, were |
«amp and wrinkled. Mr, Hucket came
to my room before I had risen.

“Michael Henry would rather see |
his clothes hanging on a good hoy;
than on a nall in the closet,” sald he,
“Sare they give no comfort to the
pail at all”

“I guess mine are dry nowX I an-
swered.

“They're wet snd heavy, boy. No
won o' Baldur could keep a light heart
in them. Xure ye'd be us much out
o' place as a sunbeam in a cave o
hate. If ye eare pot for your own
comfort think o' the poor lad in the
green chair, He's that proud and
pleased to see them on ye It wounld be
a shame to reject his offer. Sure, If
they were dry yer own garments
would be good enough, God knows,
but Michael Henry loves the look o
ye In these togs, and then the preal-
@ent is ln town ¥

That evenlug he discovered a hlg
ptain, block as ink, on my coat emd
trousers, Mr. Hacket expressed the
e@inion that !t might have come from
the umbrella, but I am quite sure that
be had spotted them to save me from
the last homemade suit I ever wore,
save o rough work, and keep Michsael
Heory's on my back. In any event I
wore them no more save at chore time,

Sally came snd went, with the Wills
boy, and gave no heed to me, In her
eyes I had no more substance than
a ghost, it seemed to me, although 1
caught her, often, looking at me, 1
Sudged that her father had given ber
a bad report of ns and had some re-
grets, in spite of my knowledge that
we were right, although they related
mostly to Amos.

Next afternoon I saw Mr. Wright
@mnd the president walking back and
forth on the bridge as they talked
together. A number of men stood In
front of the blacksmith shop, by the
watching them, as I

extitement of | ting the

| eart, In the gloomy barn and getting

errand. The two statesmen were in
broadeloth and white linen and beaver
hats. They stopped as I approached
them.

“Well, partuner, we shall be leaving
in an hour or so," said Mr. Wright as
he gave me his hand. “You may look
for me here soon after the close of the
session. Take care of yourself and go
often to see Mrs. Wright and obey
Your captain and remember me to your
aunt and uncle”

“See that you keep coming, my good
"boy,” said the president as he gave me
his hand, with playful reference, no
doubt, to Mr. Wright's remark that 1
was 4 coming man.

“Bart, I've some wheat to be
thrashed in the barn on the back lot,"
sald the senator as I was leaving
them. *“¥You ecan do it Saturdays, if
you care to, at a shilling an hour.
Stack the straw out of doors untll
you've finished, then put it back in the
bay. Winnow the wheat carefully and
sack it and bring it down to the gran-
ary and I'l settle with you when »
return,”

I remember that a number of men
who worked In Crimshaw's sawmfll
were passing as he spoke,

“Yes, sir,” I answered, much elated
by the prospect of earning money,

The examination of Amos was set
down for Monday and the people of
the village were stirred and shaken
by wildest rumors regarding the evi-
dence to be ndduced. Every day men
and women stopped me In the street
to ask what 1 knew of the murder, I
followed the advice of Bishop Per
kins and kept my knowledge to myself.

Saturday came, and when the chores
were done I went alone to the graln
barn in the back lot of the senator's
farm with flail and measure and broom
and fork and shovel and sacks and my
| Tuncheon, In a pusheart, with all of
which Mrs. Wright bnd provided me.

It was a lonely place with woods
on three sides of the field and a road
on the other. I kept laying down
beds of wheat on the barn floor and
beating them out with the flail until
the sun was well over the roof, when
I snt down to,eat my lunc heon, Then

"“'—" H-_"".' r}
AVeépt up the grnln amI‘ E’d?n:“;‘y

nut the chaff and filled one © \
sacks, That done, I covered the fitd
again and the thump of the flail me&'
my loneliness until in the middle of
the afternoon two of my schoolmates
cnme and asked me to go swimming
with them. The river was not forty
rods away and a good trail led to the
swimming hole. It was a warm, bright
day and I was hot and thirsty. The
thought of cool waters and friendly
companionship was too much for me,
I went with them and stayed with
them longer than I intended. I re-
member saying as I dressed that I
should have to work Inte and go with-
out my supper in order to finish my
tint.

It was almost dark when I was put-
last sack of wheat into my

ready to go.

A rustling In the straw where 1
stood stopped me suddenly. I heard
stealthy footsteps in the darkness. 1
stood my ground and demanded :

“Who's there?"

I saw a form approaching in the

gloom with feet as noiseless as a cat's.

==

| Had Time to Ralse My Flail and
Bring It Down Upon the Head of
the Leader.

I took a step backward and, seelng
the® it was & woman, stopped.

“It's Kate,” came in a hoarse whis-
per as I recognized her form and staff.

“Run, boy—they have just come out
o' the woods, I saw them. They will
take you away. Run”

She had plcked up the flail, and now
she put It in my hands and gave me
a push toward the door. I ran, and
none too guickly, for I had not gone

when I heard them comlog after me,
whoever they were. I saw that they
were gaining and turned guickly, I
had time to ralse my flail and bring it
down upon the head of the leader,

der the ax. Another man stopped be-
yond the reach of my flall and, after
a second's hesitation, turned and tan
away In the darkness.

I could hear or see no other motion
in the fleld. I turned and ran om
down the slope toward the village, In
a moment I saw someone coming out
of the maple grove at the field's cnd.
Just ahead, with a Iantern,

Then I heard the wvics of the IM
master saying:

“Is it you, my Iad?"

“Yes," I answered, as I e up to
him and Mary, In a condition of
breathless excitement,

I had had, o
“Come quick,” snld the schoolmad
ter. “Let's go back and find the man
in the stubble,”
I remembered that T had struck tho
path in my flight just before stopplng

fresh blood on the stubble,

“Hush,” sald the schoolmaster,

We listened and heard a wagon raf-
tiing at a wild pace down the road
toward the river,

“There he goes,” sald Mr. Hackef, |\
“His companions have carried hlm
away. Ye'd be riding In that wag
now, yerself, my brave lad, If ye hadn®
'a’ made a lucky hit with the ﬂnll-ﬁ-

God hless ye!"

“What would they 'a' done Wlth

me?" I asked.

“Oh, I reckon they'd 'a’ took ye oﬂ.
lnd, and kep' ye for a year or so until
Amos was out o' danger,’ sald Mr.
Hacket, “Maybe they'd drowned ye
the river down there an' left er
clothes on the bank to make it lopk
like an honest drowning. The
kpows what they'd 'a’ done with ¥
laddie buck. We'll have to keep a.!:
eye on ye now, every day until the
trinl Is over—sure we will. Come, we'
go up to the barn and see if Kate
there,”

Just then we heard the reced
wagon go roaring over the bridge
Little river. Mary shuddered
fright. The schoolmaster reassured y
by saying:

“Lion't be afruld. T brought my g
In case we'd meet n paloter. But
.ﬂ& (EOPEISSTEN ’ z <

He drew a long pistol from his
pocket and held it in the light of ¥
lantern.

The loaded cart stood in the middle
of the barn floor, where I had left I
but old Kate had gone. We closed
the barn, drawing the eart along with
us. When we came into the cdge of
the village I began to reflect upon the
strange perll out of which I had &0
luekily escaped. 1t gave me a heavy
sense of responsibility and of the
wickedness of men.

I tlmught of old Ente and her broken
gilence. For once I had heard her
gpeak. I could feel my flesh tingle
when I thought of her quick words
and her hoarse, passionate whisper.

I knew, or thought I knew, why she
took such care of me. She was in
lengue with the gallows and conld not
bear to see it cheated of its prey. I'or
gome reason ghe hated the Grimshnws,
I had seen the hate in her eyes the
day she dogged along behind the old
money lender through the streets of
the village when her palnting finger
had seemed to say to me: “There,
there is the man who has brought me
to this, He has put these rags upon
my back, this fire in my heart, this
wild look In my eyes. Walt and yon
will see what I will put upon him."

I knew that old Kate was not the
Irresponsible, witless creature that
people thought her to be. I had begun
to think of her with & kind of awe B8
one gifted above all others. One hy
one the things she had sald of the
future seemed to be coming true.

As we were golng Into the house the
schoolmaster gald:

“Now, Mary, you take this lantern
end go across the street to the house
o' Deacon Binks, the constable, Youll
find him asleep by the kitchen stove,
Arrest his slumbers, but not rudely,
and, when he has come to, tell him
that I have news o' the devil"”

Deacon Binks arrived, a fat man
with a big, round body and a very
wise and serious countenance between
side whiskers bending from his temple
to his neck and suggesting parentheses
of hair, as if his head and its acces-
sories were in the nature of a side
issue, He and the schoolmaster went
out of doord and must have talked to-
gether while I was eating a bowl of
bread and railk which Mrs, Hacket had
brought to me.

When I went to bed, by and by, I
heard somebody snoring on the little
porch under my window. The first
sound that reached my ear nt the
break of dawn was the snoring of
some sleeper. I dressed and went be
low and found the constable in his
coonskln overcoat asleep on the porch
with a long-barreled gun at his side.
While I stood there the schoolmaster
came around the eorner of the honse
from the garden. He put his hand on

fifty feet from the barn in the stubble | thy deacon’s shoulder and gave him

a liftle shake,

“Awnke, ye llmk o' the law,” he “
manded.  “Prayer Is mm M
sleep.”

who fell as I had seen a beef fall un-

I told them of the curious adventure

to swing the flall. The man must have
fallen very near it. Soon we found
where he had been lying and drops of

;‘ﬁu morning, wh!ehitmnot.
6 sky belng overcast and the alr
and chilly. Mr. Hacket removed
mtceutnnﬁthrewltontham

"Deuon. you lay there. From m

! mmconstablemd ready for any act
| that may be necessary to maintain the
‘Ilaw., I can be as severe as Napoleon
| Bonaparte and as cunalng as Satan, if |
1 I have to be.”

While T was milking the deacon sat’

‘on & bucket in the doorway of the
‘gtable and snored until I had finished.
He gwoke when I loosed the cow and
the constanble went back to the pasture
with me, yawning with his hand over
kis mouth much of the way. The dea-
con leaned his elbow on the top of
the pen and snored again, lightly,
while I mixed the feed for the pigs,
Mr. Hacket met us at the kitchen
door, where Deacon Binks said to himz
“If you'll look after the boy today
Tll go home and get a little rest.”
“God bless yer soul, ye had a busy
night,” said the schoolmaster with a
smlle.
He added as he went into the honse:
*] pever lnew a man fo rest with
more energy and persistence, It was
a perfect flood o' rest. It kept me
awake until long after midnight,”

CHAPTER XI.

The Spirit of Michael HMenry and
Others,

At the examination of Amos Grime
shaw my knowledge was committed to
the records and eensed to be a source
of danger to me. Grimshaw came tg
the village that day. On my way to
the courtroom 1 saw him walking

N l

.3"

“Awalke, Ye Limb o' the Law.”

slowly, with bent head as I had seen
him bhefore, followed by old Kate. She
carried her staff In her left hand while
the forefinger of her right hand wag
pointing him out. Sllent as a ghos|
and as unheeded—one would say—she
followed his steps.

I obzerved that old Ente sat on #
front sent with her hand to her eal
and Grimshaw beslde his lawyer at 8
bhig table and that when she looked al
him her lips moved in a strange un-
uttered whisper of her spirit. Hez
face filled with joy as one damnlng
detail after another came out in the
evidence.

The facts herelnbefore alleged, and
others, were proved, for the tracks fit-
ted the shoes of Amos. The young
man was held and presently Indicted
The time of his trial wns not deter
mined.

I wrote a good hand those days and
the leading merchant of the village
engaged me to post his books every
Saturday at ten cents an hour, Thence
forward until Christmas I gave my
free days to that task. I estimated
the sum that I slould earn and
planned to divide It In equal parts and
prondly present it to my aunt and
uncle on Christmas day.

One Saturday while I was at work
on the big ledger of the merchant 1
ran upon this item:

October 3.—8 Wright-To one sult
of clothes for Michae] Henry from
meuureu furnished by 8. Rohln-

ﬂhl.rtl 0 IMAIEN sosssuisorpaantiaaspiisn

I knew then the history of the suit
of clothes which I had worn since that
rainy October night, for I remembered
that Sam Roblnson, the tallor, had
measured me at our house and made
up the cloth of Aunt Deel's weaving.

I observed, also, that numerous am
ticles—a load of wood, two sacks 01
flour, three pairs of boots, one coal,
ten pounds of salt pork and four
bushels of potatoes—all for “Michael
Henry”—had been charged to BSilas
Wright.

S0 by the merest chance I learned
that the Invisible “Michael Henry"” was
the almoner of the modest statesman
and really the spirit of Silas Wright
feeding the hungry and elothing the
naked and warming the cold house,
In the absence of its owner, It was
the heart of Wright jolned to that of
the schoolmaster, which sat In the
green chair,

I fear that my work suffered a mo¢
ment's Interruption, for just then ¥
began to know the great heart of tha
senator. Its warmth was in the clothe
ing that covered my back, its delleacy
in the Ignorance of those who had
shared Its benefactlons,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

its Effect.
“They say the American
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¥or Infants and Children,

For Over
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THE CENTAUR OOMPANY, NEW YORR CITY.

MEANS DEATH OF GRAMMAR

New huie Which Has Abolished For-
mal and Elaborate English Style
of Former Days.

English a8 commonly wrltten today
certainly seems to have lost the purlty
and strength that It had a century ago,
observes the Spokane Spokesman Re-
view. Then such masters of the lan-
guage as Cobbe, Coleridge, DeQuincey
or Hazlitt were Journalists as well as
poets or essgyists, and their leading
articles lost nothing of effeet on the
public from being literature.

The arrival of the age of steam, elec-
tricity and cheap postage was followed
by a change, not for the better, in the
popular style of speaking and writing.
“Say what you have to say ns briefly
and quickly as possible, "and don’t
bother about fineness of expression,”

that thelr reading be expressed in the
langunge of every-day speech. The
obligation of compressing conclusions
about tmportant matters into 1,000
words, or fewer, Is death, in the end,
to style. The lterary form favored Is
in touch with the turned-up-trousers
fashion of wearing one’s c¢lothing., It
Is free and easy and crammed with
linguistic atroclities. Plural subjects
are polygamously wedded to singular
verbs, and Lindley Murray turns In his
grave on nccount of the death of gram-
mar.

He Can't Now,

Some yeuars ago some genius intro-
duced a bill compelling everybody to
qualify physienlly and mentally for
marriage. Unfortunately, It was lost
in committee; It should have gone
through. The necessity of it was dis-
clogsed In a Main street car last eve-
ning when seven or nine of us heard
a prospective bridegroom coyly con-
fess he was indeed “about to become
a benedictine.—Buffalo News,

Time wults for no man, but the mu-
gleal director can beat it.

B RNC PIauice. |
The new millions of readers demanded

For a Rainy Day,

Catherine—How many dozen potate
bugs did you get t'day, Marthn?

Murtha (the youngest)—Papa owes
me 20 cents, I got twenty dozen,

Catherlne—I beat you! I got thirty
dozen. We must be careful an' not
spoll the little yellow things on the
leaves, Martha, ‘canse they're eygs.

The occaslonal use of Roman Eye Ealsam
st night upon retiring will prevent and ree
lleve tired, watery eyes, and eyes strain. Adw,

STILL FAITHFUL TO STUARTS?

Pretender of that Line to Britain's
Throne Is Now Princa Rupert
of Bavaria.

There wias once to be found ln Brit-
ain o little group of romantle senti-
mentalists who remained falthful to
the Btuart line, and celehrated on Jan-
mu'y 80 n ktnﬂ ot Jacobite feast day.

seelng pnetage stnmps bnarlng t‘lm l&a-
ness of the “pretender,” who happened
to be n princess. of Buvarin. These
were attached to the envelope by the
slde of the officinl postage stamp, thus
constituting n source of annoyance to
the serlous minded Vietoria,

Since the death of his mother, Maria
Theresa of Bavaria, a few weeks ago,
ox-I'rince Rupert of Bavaria I8 now
the official Stunrt pretender to the
throne of Great Britain. The muse of
history ling ever had a Teaning toward
irony.

Hard Drink Seller, but Safe.
“There goes a man who lives oo

water all the year round.”
“Pshaw! That's lmpossible.
“Oh no, it Isn't. He cuts 1t and
gtores it in winter and sells it In sum-

mer.,”—Hoston Evening Lranseript.

Mistaken,
*“Why did you eall your mother when
I tried to kiss you?” “I—I—I--I didn't
think she was in the house,”

The thumb ls sironger than all the
fingers together.

to

well.

AT ik rnm.

When You're Tired

and need the invigora-
tion of a well-flavored,
full-bodied hot cup,

there's nothing superior

Postum Cere

Delicious and healthful,
it supports and cheers

with its refreshing good-
ness, and it is an eco-

nomical table ‘drink as

At Grocers.
Two sizes, usually sold at 15¢ and 25¢




